At about noon Fraulein Willfiier appeared at the
swimming-bath in the river, which was fairly empty at
that time. She fetched a bath-towel and bathing costume
and withdrew into a cabin. Inside it was twilight, and
there was a smell of water and tarred wood. On the
wall shivered the reflection of the ripples flowing
beneath the boards. Fraulein Willfiier undressed and
'stood naked for a minute. She looked down at her body,
which seemed to have become uncanny and which caused
a strange fear to envelop her for certain reasons. She
put her hands on her body, just where a gently curving
line defined the small of the waist. It isn't possible, she
thought again. That was the one thought which ham-
mered in her head day and night, hour after hour.
She left the cabin in her bathing suit, crossed the wet
boards, which were grey from water and sun; greeted
a group of young people who were lying lazily in the
heat; gave Friedel Mannsfeldt her hand—Marx had not
come; no one knew where the boy was spending all his
time these days—and bowed to May Kolding, who
was sitting on a bench with a long-limbed young
man.
Fraulein Willfiier, after a moment's hesitation, went
up the steps to the high-diving board; dived, pulled
herself flat in the air and struck the surface of the water
with her stomach. My God ! how that hurt, she thought,
almost unconscious under the water—and clambered out
again by the little steps. Immediately she went to the diving
board again; dived, crash I the water once more,
Diving board, jump, pain, green foam, sunlight; again
and again and again—the whole swimming-bath was now
watching and criticising the dives.
w That's right, go on! " said the long-limbed young
man. " Jtist carry on like that, broadside on, slap into
the water 1 Damn it 1 how it resounds I That's right, my

